A PRACTICAL JOKE

arrive three hours later at the water-hole of Shanna, our
immediate objective. My advance guard of two Badawin ran
up from the water-hole as we arrived crying, *Gom! Gom!
Muhammad bin Mubarak the Karabi! Muhammad bin
Quwaid the Sa'ari!' (names of two notorious Hadhramauti
raiders between whom and my companions there was a
blood-feud). Hamad, with whom I now went to the hole,
scrutinised the sands and gypsum bed about it, then looked
up smiling and reassured. The attempted befooling may
have been to tease him or perhaps to encourage me to
disgorge a little of my supposedly large stock of ammuni-
tion, or it may only have been a joke. In the last event it
succeeded, though it reminded us that we were still very
much exposed to the raider; indeed, Hamad forthwith
borrowed my telescope and made off for the tallest hill
and that was the last I saw of him till the hour of evening
prayer.